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THE PENALTY OF FAME. 

“ That which I have long expected has at last taken place, and the Crumbling Fabric has crumbled with a vengeance. The onslaught of a maddenea public, 
on Monday last, in their efforts to secure the ‘Cunistmas Hotipays,’ was too much for even a man of his calibre, and the consequence is, Papa, suffering fram 
nervous exhaustion, is confined to his chamber, over the threshold of which, with the exception of a horrid nurse and Alexandry, no one is allowed to pass. Whether 
he will ever be the same man again is extremely doubtful, as the symptoms are so unpromising that even ‘ Unsweetened’ fails to alleviate them.”—Toorsir. 


A VISIT TO THE CATTLE SHOW. HERISY (Oct or Dare). 


— 


JOHN LAMBERT was an English chaplain, officiating at 
Antwerp, and, according to the record of his unjust. trial 
and cruel death, he was, “through the accusation of one 
Barlow,” prosecuted for heresy and brought to London in 
1538. Here “Stephen Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester, much 
in the King's favour. and an enemy to all reformation in 
religion, craftily laid hold of this opportunity to represent 
to the King the suspicions which the people entertained of 
his religion since he had abolished the authority of the 
Pope, dissolved the monasterics and religious houses, and 
obtained a divorce from Queen Katherine; but that the 
affectionsand good opinion of the people might be recovered 
if he would but in this single case personally oppose him- 
self to heretics,” 

Surely never was there such a burlesque of atrial. “The 
risoner was placed opposite the royal throne,on which the 
<ing sat in person to be umpire of the controversy. He 

was attended by a strong guard, and clad in white, as an 
emblem of truth. The manner and form of the court was 
awful. and more than sufficient to daunt 2 mean man, while 
the King’s fierce and menacing looks, knit brows, and other 
indications of displeasure and prejudice against the poor 
prisoner, tended to anement the terror.” 


rs 1. Bumpkins, on a visit to the Cattle Show, deter- 2. To piecy’s leg, the deed was done, Fora time all 3. And by this means setting himself free, waddlel The farce hegan. “The King stood up, and, leaning upon 
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exclaimed, “Hoe, good fellow! what fs thy name?” Through the 
examination that followed, his majesty, Bluff King Hal, who, for 
the most part, om in Latin, brow beat and bullied Lambert 
unmercifally, and we read, “These words he spoke in so rough and 
angry a manner as utterly overwhelmed the prisoner, and for some 
time he could not speak at all.” 

The religions arguments, we, in this place, necessarily omit, but 
the trial having lasted tive hours, and “the prisoner being borne 
down by clamour, he remained at last quite silent, and, night 
coming on, the King said. * What sayest thou, afterall the toil thou 
hast taken upon thee. and all the arguments and instructions given 
by the learned on this occasion? Wilt thou live or die? Thou 
hast a free choice.’” 

Lambert replied, “T yield, and wholly submit myself to your 
majesty’s pleasure.” * Then,” said the King, “commit thyself into 
God's hands, and not mine.’ ° \ do commit my soul into the 
hands of God,” Lambert answered, “bat my body | do entirely 
yield and submit to your clemency.” 

Then the King retorted, “If you submit yourself to my judg- 
ment, you must die, for | will not be a patron of heretics.” Thus 
taking it upon him-elf to pass judgment, Bluff King Hal, never- 
theless, at this point, knowing what horrible sentence was to be 
passed, left it to an underling to do, and sneaked bluffy away. 

We learn next that “the day appointed for the martyrdom of 
the poor man being arrived, he was conaucted out of prison, that 
he breakfasted without any signs of fear or dejection, and then 
being taken to Smithfield, they used him with excessive cruelty 
and barbarity. First they burnt his legs to the stumps, and then, 
his wretched tormentors having withdrawn part of the fire, there 
was not so much left as could consume the body, so that two of 
the officers stuck their halberts into him as far as the chain would 
reach, upon which, lifting up his handg, and his finger ends flam- 
ing with fire, and crying aloud, they let him fall from their hal- 
berts into the flames and thus end2d his life.” 

te ° * * . * 

“That was a hot ‘un," lisped the Electric Excresence ; but a 

moment later the Magnetic Mistake was busy with his boots. 
(Next week,“ The Black Act.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


——, 


*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do uot inclose loose stam ps. 


Surely, GEORGE ASHBURNHAM, you were Not so mad as to sup- 
vose That Lord Alfred really read the Verses aent to us by thoae 
Who incoked their Muse's aid to Help them win the thousand 
© pun” — You must be ertremely dense to Fuil to ace ‘twas SLOPER'S 
fun. Thank you, PARSON, but the matter Is not of the least 
account; Very likely, RICHARD FELTHAM, Send us the exact 
amount, There's a lot of party feeling, JUMBO, often introduced ; 
What conclusion could they come to from the evidence adduced? 
Thank you for potate, CHIRPY, But they're somewhat of a drug; 
Very silly of you, CUPMAN, Really vou must be a mug. Shocking, 
shocking? ARTHUR TALBOT, For such un provoked abuse, We are 
all agreed that there can Be no possible excuse, 

——— 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 

“ FATHER,” said a youthful son, possessed of what is commonly 
known asan inquiring mind—* father, tell me, what is political 
economy?" “ Political economy, my son 2” responded the parent, 
who was engaged in the distressing task of endeavouring to dis- 
cover the total amount he had paid in taxes during the past 
twelvemonth—* political economy is—er—something that does not 
exist.” *,* 


Our assistant office boy distinguished himself the other day by 
“making” a riddle—which shows the fatal effect of evil example. 
His weekly salary is tive shillings, and he was waiting his turn 
outside the cashier's oftice last Saturday to receive his wages, when 
he suddenly asked his neighbour, “Why am 1 like the Prince er 
Waies?" This was, naturally enough, given up. When he replied, 
“ Because I'm awaitin’ for my crown.” We need not say that this 
attempt at facetiousuess was promptly suppressed, 

.* 


* 
A MASHER isa thing that would 
Be a young lady, if he could ; 
But as he can’t, does all he can 
To show the world he's not @ man, 
zs ¢ 
* 

“T say, Arry,” exclaimed Bill, “when we ‘ad that booze with 
Jack just now he said ‘chip, chin’ twice over. I wonder wot ‘e 
meant?” “Wot ’e meant?” replied ’Arry, “w'y, four chin, of 
corse! good four chin!” - 

* 


“Hr was a great sinner,” said the cynic, speaking of a dear 
absent friend ; and, of course, everybody was anxious to know as 
much of the D. A. E.'s biography as possible. “ Did he drink?” 
© Worse.” “Steal? “Worse.” “Had he a weakness for the 
Jadies?” “Worse.” “Was he an awful liar? As big aliar as you?” 
“Worse.” © Dear me!” everybody said, and got quite interested 
in the absent one. At last they chimed in with a joint and several 
request for the peculiar brand of unrighteousness in which that 
gentleman indulged, Then the cynic slowly said, “He committed 
the greatest sin of all.” “ What was that?” came from every body's 
lips. And the cynic broke the dead silence that followed, with, 
“He got found vut !” oe 

* 


A WOMAN may be gifted wifh an average amount of credulity, 
but it takes a new mantle at least to persunde her when she happens 
to take “sevens " in gloves that the half dozen of ten button five 
and three-quarter Suédes that she accidentally discovers in her 
hubby's overcoat pocket were intended as a birthday present for 
his own little wifey nifey. What do you think? 


ALLY SLOPER'’S 


HALF-HOLYDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 398.—Ths “ New Force” Costume. 


CONVINCING! 


“Drunk, your worship! 
Why, I've been a Good Templar ever since I was 


as big as my thumb!” 


Drunken Stell (singing). “If yon wantsh to know the time (hic), ashk a police- 
man.” Policemansh (Ate), what’sh the time ? 


“WHEN OTHER 


LIPS,” oto. 


Not a bit of it! | 


AT THE WINGS. 


“A paltry sixpenny but- 
tonhole,and I let him have 
a kiss yesterday! Selfish 


man!” 


MIGHT AND MANE, 


Bye 


—— 


(Saturday, December 12, 1891. 
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“No,” said Jones, as he ordered threepenn'orth of Scotch from the 
attendant Hebe at the bar of the “Spotted Dog"—“no, I never 
drink beer now, I find it doesn't agree with me.” “ Discovered 
you're bitter without. it,eh?” remarked Robinson, finishing his 
iquor at a gulp and boiting before his victims could recover from 
the shock, We have always hated punsters, but there is a depth 
of cold blooded scoundrelism about Robinson that is abso.mely 
appalling. *,° . 


THE fine art of kissing has never yet been properly studied. 
Ist.—The Buttertly Coquettigh Kias, light as a young girl's faney, 
the flutter of an pt 2 s eyelash, or the bursting of a brandy and 
soda bubble. 2nd.—The sensible and substantial old Dutch clock 
osculation sounds like a fat cockroach eg into the kitchen 
copper, and generally followed by “ My dear little btue eyed James, 
if youd only let that whisky alone, it’s not everybody who'd bu 
wondering whether you were training for a Shaker Missionary.” 


* 
THEY bill and coo before they're wed, 
They joy in lovers’ laughter ; 
But when the marriage words are said 
It’s mostly bills thereafter. 


& 

“WHAT are them names under the pictures?" inquired a Country 
Cousin, in a picture gallery. “Oh, they are the names ‘of the 
pictures,” replied the Town Cousin, who was occupied with the 
girls, “What they mean, you know.” “Well,” suid the Country 
Cousin, pointing to a painting of a wedding, “that ain't bad, is it? 
It’s called ‘sold,’ and I guess he is,’ 


s 
Thompson, Hullo, Johnson, seen Weaktop lately? I wonder what 
he’ doing mon? 
Johnson. Living on his wits, I believe. 
Thompson. Poor fellow ! 1 pity him, he must be absolutely 
starving. a 
s 


“Wat did you do on Sunday, old man?” inquired Puffles, 
“Oh,” said Bufles, “1 was working all day, copying some deeds.” 
“TL was Nisin cards all day,” remarked Puttles. “Oh, 1 say!” 
said Buftles, reproachfully. “ Well, what of it?) “laying’s better 
than working on Sunday, isn’t it?” 


Love is a golden dream, they say ; 
But man oft finds to his despair 

The golden dream is apt to change 
Into a hideous nightmare. 


s 
“ ER—er—have you—er—er—emoked pipes?” asked a youthful 
customer in search of a blacked cutty. “Oh, yes. I've smoked 
hundreds in my time,” answered the tobacconist. “No. no. I 
mean—er—er—do ycu keep—er—er—smoked pipes?" “No: I 
always throw ‘em away,” said the tobacconist. “I don’t like ‘em 
when they get foul.’ e. 
s 


Magistrate. So the prisoner assaulted you, did he, and finally 
made off with your watch and chain? Ilow comes it that an 
apeaenly strong man like you succumbed so easily to the attack 
of this mere stripling? What is your occupation ? 

Burly Prosecutor (proudly). I'm a pugilist, your worship. 

ss 


2 
Mrs. CLUMBERBUMP was holding forth the other evening 
respecting the respectability of her friends. “Ah, yes,” said the 
old lady, my great-aunt’s second cousin was a belladonna at the 
Battalion Opera, and she'd have lived to be a centurian if she 
hadn:t died of illustrated liver when she was a little over ninety.” 


* 
San the silver bearded lover, 
“1 woud die for you, sweetheart.” 
And this is what I heard the maid reply: 
“1 like you very fairly, 
But you're such an ancient joss 
That you'd stand a better chance if you would dye.” 


a 
“WHERE is Robinson this evening?” asked Fluter. « “Oh, he's 
ina critical condition,” responded Troller. “ Indeed !” ig Ce 
Fluter, “I'm sorry to hear that. What’s the matter with him.” 
“Why, he’s at the ‘Friv.’ It's the first night of the new piece, 
and he's acting as deputy for Blot, the dramatic critic for the 
Daily Driveller.” * 
= 


Customer (to Toyshopheeper). Look here, mister, T don't think 
it's right ; you know that engine 1 bought here on Saturday /—weil, 
it has gone already. 

Toyshopkeeper, My dear sir, I told you it would go when you 
bought it. (Jujured tone.) Why, it was the best clockwork ; it was 
sure to go. o* 

* 


“T awafraid that stool is scarcely high enough for me to reach 
the piano properly,” said a beauty, “Allow me to fold my over- 
coat and place it on the stool,” responded a willing slave. “Oh, 
but I shall injure your coat—crease it.” “Not in the least!” 
replied the willing slave. “The fact of your sitting upon it, will 
make it precious.” “By Jove! then,” said a bystander, setto veer, 
“how valuable you must be, for she sits upon you enough.” 


. 
“On, would I weren bird,” she sang, 
“ For then away I'd tly.” 
And the weary lover rose and said, 
“ My darling, so.do I.” 


* 

“Goop evening, Mrs. Bones!” enid Mrs. Kin, “what are you 
doing foraliving now?” “Oh! I’m making neckties for Messrs. Gripe 
and Co.” “ Does it pay?" asked Mrs. Kin. “I should think so. 1 
hear that old Gripe has just given his daughter £50,000 for a mar- 
riage portion.” oe 

s 


He (treating her to a supper). We would have a few dozen 
oysters, dear, but they are not good this mouth. 
Waiter. Eysters are in prime— 


He (aside). Hold your tongue, you fool ! I'm hard up. 
s 


* 

“1 MET young Simple going out,” said Jones. “ Been in wasting 
his time as usual, | suppose.” “Confound him, no!” returned 
Smith. “He's been wasting mine this time.” 

s¢ 


= 
“Wuy are you such a naughty boy, Tommy?” inquired Aunt 
Julia, “‘Cos mamma's burnt her hand and can't spank me! Ilie 


tiddley-hi-ti-hi! Whoop! hurrah! ” returned truthful Tommy. 


HF could box and rfin and play football, 
With fine athletic airs, 

But he couldn't heed his mother's call 
To carry coal up stairs, 


ea * . ” 
“T UNDERSTAND, sir, that you belong to THE profession, 


| remarked Thespian, “1am a member of it myself; may | inquire 


where you are playing?” “ Er—ah !—oh 1” ejaculated the person 

addressed, “{ am not playing now—er—er. | was er—er” 

prompter. “Ah, indeed! And where, sir?" asked he, of the 

Sock and Buakin. “At the—er—er—for the—er—er—at—er—er— 

tothe Z’Enfunt Prodigue.” = [Quick curtain. 
* 


TuE following bet has been sent to ALLY to rettle, and with his 
neual generosity the Mouldy Old Man hands it over to his renders. 
Juggins and Muggins were following Miss Gladys through the 
conservatory when she dropped her locket. They doth spring 
towards it. An altercation ensued, Each declared it containce 
his likeness, Ultimately each backed his opinion to the extent of 
a pony. The locket was opened and found to contain the photo of 
another fellow! How should the stakes 90? 


| 


n 


Saturday, December 12, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE AQUARIUM. 


—~— 


Is Ma's library, there is a little work by the euthor of “The 
Cigar,” which was published by T. Richardson, of 98 High Holborn, 
su far back as 1827, and bears the title of “Every Night Book.” It 
gives a somewhat 
glib opinion on the 
most popular 
places of amuse- 
ment of that day 
from Almack’s to 
the Coal Hole. 
Evidently a man 
who thoroughly 
believed in  him- 
self was this au- 
thor, and one who 
looked after him- 
self and did his 
little best to keep 
up his stamina. 
Thus speaking of 
Offley’s, in Henri- 
etta Street, Covent 
Garden, he says— 
“We make a puint 
of supping here at 
the beginning of 
the greet’ pea sea- 
son. Ou: meal on 
these occasions 
consists of a few 
lamb chops and 
lamb's kidnies 
dressed plain, a 
dish of peas, two 
or three nips of 
Burton, a bottle 
of stout, fire or siz cigars and a wee bowl of punch.” 

The book is alphabetically arranged, an arrangement that. is 
rather awkward, by-the-by, and necessitates commencing with the 
Adelphi Theatre, which, the author says, “is not a theatre for 
melodramas.” The eutertainment at the Argyll Rooms he describes 
as “stately and soporific,” and he says the balls at Almack’s are 
only opened to the * privileged mob” accepted as passable by the 
“high and mighty héen-club.” At Astley’s, “the cattle are excel- 
lent, though the acting is bad.” At Baguigge Wells are found the 
amusements of the appreutjce order of cockneys, At Belcher's, 
the prize fighters of the “Castle Tavern,” Holborn, he describes 
the customers and the portraits adoruing the walls “whose names 
will be familiar in our mouths as household words while the Fancy 
holds its place among our pastimes, and England remains, what 
she has long exclusively been, a boxing uation,” 

The “Cider Cellar” seems, in 1827, to have been a dull place, 
‘requented — by 
‘aw few strag- 
glers, the dis- 
united remnant 
of its former fre- 
quenters”; but 
the “Coal Hole” 
was “a house of 
excellent enter- 
tainment and 
good garniture. 
Of William, the 
waiter at the 
“Cock Tavern,” 
has not Lord 
Tennyson sung 
the praises ? Our 
author sings 
those of Mary at 
its bar, “one of 
the handsomest 
girls in town— 
ver face a per- 
fect model of 
the Grecian style 
of beauty,” 
which the wise 
men of the East 
cane in crowds 
to gaze upon, At 
Covent Garden 
Theatre, our au- 
thor has some- 
thing to say in 
Grates of “H. . 

ones and her sister, pretty roguish looking girls,” the “luxuriant 
Vestris,” and Columbine Romer and Miss Chester, a “ gorgeous 
beauty—a living glory!” 

Of many other places does he also tell us, but I have not space 
to tell you all he has to sav of “Cribb’s Crib,” the cigar divans. 
Drury Laneand the King’s Theatres, the English Opera, the “ Little 
Haymarket,” Vauxhall and Bartholomew Fair. [ have, indeed, 
only quoted what I have to show how much places of amusement 
have changed in sixty odd years. 

In the days of our author, it is pretty certain that there was no 
such institution as the Westminster Aquarium, whereat a con- 
tinuous entertainment is given every day aud night, from half-past 
twelve to twenty-tive salves peat eleven—a goodish long shilling’s- 
worth, as shillings go. The Beckwith Family are still to the fore. 
and, being human fishes, seem to get on better under glass than 
the fish that are only caught iu 
the sea, A wonderful life must 
the comely and graceful water- 
nymphs have of it; and 
though they may occasional] 
feel hungry, they can hardly. 
strictly speaking, ever be said 
to be dry. 

The marvellous  Minting 
still remaius a big draw, and 
his performance on, the spirals 
brings down the house, and 
is, indeed, avery thrilling piece 
of work that holds the large 
audiences in wrapt attention. 
The one and only Sameon, the 
Strongest Man in the World— 
he says it himself—performs 
some tremendous feats; and 
Nitram Neegs' electric leap isu 
thing calculated to make you 
wink both eyes, the other and 
the other one. Professor Ger- 
mane, the King Hypnotiser, 
gives his subjects a sprightly 
time while it lasts, and [ hope 
they enjoy themselves, Rivalli, 
the King Salamander, may be 
briefly described asa hot mem- 
ber: and Marie Greville, the 
Phreno- Magnetic Lady, a 
puzzler. Mademoiselle Mat- 
thern, with her pack of wolves. 
bow-wows and baa-lambs, does 
some interesting tricks: and Gentarro is a very clever juggler. 
Really the managers of the Roval Aquarium just now are working 
very hard to render the establishment popular, Try it. 


Gentarro. 


ALLY -SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


HE DIDN'T, AFTER THAT, THOUGH. 
I. 

WE stood in the moonlight's tender glow, 
And | thought her the daintiest girl 

That ever had lived, and I loved her so, 
She had set my brain a-whirl, 

For she was charmingly gay that night 

As we stood on the shore in the soft moonlight ; 
And never a soul was nigh, 


Il. 

So I whispered low, “I love you, dear, 

And you thrill me throuzh and through! 
As | look in your eyes, in the moonlight here, 

It is all that 1 can do 
To keep from straining vou close to me now, 
‘And kiss your eyes and lips—l vow 

It's hard to be good,” suid I. 


Tit. 


Then she looked up at me with a roguish glanee, 
And a light was in her eyes, 

That made my blood leap and the whole world dance 
Ina rapture of sweet surprise. 

“| suppose it és hard,” she roguishly said, 

Then—softly, and turning away her head— 
She added, “ What makes you try?" 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. Storer, Esq., F.O.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 
CHAVTER XXIV. 
James [, 1603 TO 1625, 

JAMES I, was a great king—he thought he was; other ignorant, 
chump-headed creatures didn’t quite agree with this, When he 
came to the throne he was thirty-six years of age. He ought tu 
have knowao what he was about at that time—only he idn't. 
Most juvenile boys—* bonnie boys "—when wey re thirty-six know 
their way about—he didn't. He said to Walter Sloper, “I'm a 
King—I'm a Sovereign!” 

Sloper answered, “ Revered monarch, if you're a sovereign just 
let me lift you of half of you,” 

At this the King frowned, 

James I. was an author. This accounts for the reason why he 
has always been systematically pitched iuto. He br vowed oof of 
every body he came across. If he had written for“ SLUPER” you can 
bet vour bottom dollar that he would have been round at the 
“orfice * every other day to get a bit in advance. But James I. 
was not on “The Sloperies.”. We can stand a knave or two, but 
not exactly a king of that sort of kidney. 

There were a good many plots against James in his time. They 
weren't exactly as Clever as they might have been—whence the 
term gra-s plots, showing how peculiarly green they all were. 

The greatest plot that was ever made against James 1. was the 
Gunpowder lot. In this there was a bloke of the name of Guy 
Fawkes. He wanted to blow the King and Parliament all up alive. 

He didn't blow ‘em up. 

sig Fawkes. the great man who meant to do the Paine busine-y. 
lost his nerve. The result was no blow up. Guy Fawkes was 
colnet Se wasn't a collared head—he was racked and things lik 
that. 

It’s a very good thing that James I. did live. Otherwise, what 
would have become of the 5th of November? 

These things require a great amount of consideration. 

James I. was called the English “Solomon,” or the “ World’: 
Solomon.” He wasn’t exactly the World's Fair, because he never 
under any circumstances, oofed up to anybody. 

James I. was a nice ald wholesome king. “ The Spaniards,” saic 
Sir Walter Raleigh, “Sloper, and other enterprising gents, have 
tried to burn and burst us up generally.” 

Sloper said, “ We have.” 

James I., who would have sold his “sole” or his “ plaice” on the 
earth for the matter of that, said— 

“We ought to be friends all round. I quite that the 
Spaniards do roast Protestants. They torture ‘em. They sell things 
up peoerally. But are they not men and brothers?” 

The advantage of James I. was that he never told the truth under 
any circumstances. He died. A good job, too. 


—— 


“UNDER THE FLAG.” 

I WATCH beside the silver sea, 
And ‘neath the eunny sky, 

And, as | stand I dream again 
Of all the days gone by. 

Of tender words whose echo comes 
To cheer my lonely way, 

With memries of my sailor lad, 
My only love for aye. 


His bonny boat comes in no more 
With fying flag for me; 

With sails all set like spréading wings 
To waft him o’er the sea, 

But now—the boat at anchor lies, 
My Jad will sail no more, 

Tho’ still beneath the old, old flag, 
He rests upon the shore. 


Flow on, thou wavelets high, 
Sing him a lullaby— 

Sing to my love on shore, 
Safe ‘neath the tlag ouce more, 


And now I watch upon the strand, 
When twilight clouds the west, 

And dream of bygone hours of joy, 
Of him, who lov'd me best. 

My bonny, bonny sailor lad, 
All calm his rest shall be ; 

Where sounds the murmur of the waves, 
Upon the silver sea. 


Rest on, oh! love of mine, 
Sweet dreams are surely thine ; 
Rest onthe quiet shore, 

Safe ‘neath the flag once more. 


—_>-—_——_ 


THE WRONG HOUSE. 

HE was one of the shabby-zenteel. seen-better-days, sadly affable 
kind of beggars. His stock-in-trade consisted o a single pencil 
and a hacking cough—if SLOPER excepts his air of coufidence, 
assumed in struggling or villa districts. It was this “tone” he 
invested himself with as he turned the corner of Upper Cornucopia 
Crescent, Crouch End, and, observing a thrifty housewife “ takin 
in" a few plants from a bed in the front garden, he advauced, 
rather airily, and asked— 

“1s the—ah—master of the house in, madam?" 

She took a mental inventory of his face and clothing, and replied, 
sharply, ‘No, the master's not in; but the mistress is. The 
master’s gone down to the omnibus stables at the Shaftesbury to 
get a senttleful of manure for this bed; when he comes back he's 
pot to fit a new lid to the dusthole, and skin aud ‘draw’ a wild 


rabbit my son caught on the Hog’s-back, When that's done | 


there's two-dozen empty bottles to zo over to the ‘Queen’s Head’ 
right beyond Williamson's potteries, and then he’s got the children 
to bath aud put to bed: if /'m not too tired by that time, we've 
got a pass for two to Sam Collins’, and by the time——” 

“Ah, beg pard’n, this is not the house.” exclaimed the pencil 
man, ina great hurry, as he started off with a half-minute gait.and 
never drew breath until he stopped on the slope of Muswell Hill. 


ae 
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LEFT IN HIS CHARGE. 


> 


Youne Rugby Chalk was not a railway guard by birth any more 
than Maude Grove was a milliner by a like force of circumstances. 
Chalk’s father had held a good position in the audit department of 
the Squasham 
aud West 
Poundham 
Railway, and 
Rugby, when 
young—too 
young toappre- 
ciate the seri- 
ousness of life 
—had been sent 
to a suburban 
“college for 
young gentle- 
men” to study 
tigures, not with 
a view of his 
becomin an 
adept with his 
pencil, but with 
the idea of fit- 
ting him for an 
audit oftice 
stool, He was 
making fairly 
good = progress 
at this branch 
of learning 
when his father 
died. The rail- 
way company 
took the lad 
into the depart- 
ment, but not 
the post, his 
father had permanently retired from, and endeavoured to trans- 
form him into something of account—or accounts, But Rugby 
wouldn't learn: he was quick, but careless, Moreover, he was 
unsteady ; and by the time he arrived at the age of twenty-one, 
this unsteadiness had developed into absolute recklessness. Ob- 
serving the rapid growth of this quality within him, the Squasham 
and West Poundham Railway's chairman was persuaded tu accept 
him into the service as the guard of a passenger train. 

Maude’s mode of shift from the light duties of home to the 
lighter duties of a West-end millinery establishment was simpler, 
though quite as creditable. 

The two met (not for the first time) in this way. Maude, who 
was about to be marricd to old Racket, the head of the firm 
of Madame Pelisse, had been fora day's excursion in the country 
surrounding the mansion of which she was shortly to become mis- 
tress. At the. 
close of the day, 
her future hus- 
band took her 
to the Clayfiell 
Railway Station 
to see her off to 
London. 

“T don't half 
like you going 
all by yourself, 
1 must ask the 
guard to see 
after you,” the 
old man said 
as he hurried 
her along the 
platform in 
search of that 
protector. © 

“Ah!” sighed 
Maude, with as- 
sumed guile- 
lessness, “a girl 
really isn’t safe 
travelling — by 
herself nowa- 
days.” 

“Here, guard! 
I want you to 
see after this 
lady. You un- 
derstand,’ 
Racket added, 
as he juggled a shilling into the guard's hand, “There's a funny 
lot going by this train, and [ don’t want the lady interfered with. y 
“Right, sir. Thank you.” 

And the train and the guard and the girl (in a first class com- 
partment near the guard's van) started for London. 

“And so Rugby Chalk has come down to be a railway guard !" 
meditated Maude, when she was settled in the carriage. “1 always 
thought his recklessness would bring him to some job of this sort.” 
Then she dozed off to sleep. She was startled from her slumber 
by someone touching her arm and calling her by name. 

‘Rugby, is that you?” 

“Yes; 1 came alung the foot-board and took the liberty of look- 
ing in on you for a few minutes, Aren't you pieased to see me?” 
“Not exactly,” stammered Maude, “I'm going to be married.” 
know. And you want to forget about me, That's 


“Here, guard!" 


He kissed her. 


She was silent. 
He eat down 
beside her, 
placing his arm 
round her waist. 
She struggled 
to free herself, 
telling him she 
had done with 
flirting now. 
But — Rugby’s 
strength was 
overpowering ; 
he took her in 
his arms and 
kissedsheragain 
and again. 
“You must 
go now, Rugby ; 
you really ——” 

Crash! 

True, there 
must.have been 
some sort of 
negligence on 
the part of the 
guard, But 
what did it 
serve to blame 
him now he was 
dead? 

A newspaper 
reporter, eine 
ployed on particulars of the accident, said: “The immense force 
of the collision tinds exemplitication in the fact that Chalk, the 
wuard of the ill-fated train, was discovered in the debris, locked 
in the arms of the deceased lady, Maude Grove.” 


Tocked in her arins. 
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“Tam married at last, dear, and am, 
in consequence, the most miserable of 
women, for, the other day, tiuding my 


Was | cousin with his arm round my waist, 

DARWIN IN THE NURSERY. She. 1 like a dance, it stretches one’s legs so, | my husband has done nothing but 

“Do the rude wen say the little dear is vuly a monkey.” He, Tstould advise you to goin for some umnsement that has | grumble ever since."— £ctract of Let. 
“Wish [ had a tail, wuntie.” quite the contrary effect. | ter rrom Youns Lady. 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Miss ANNIE ABBOTT. 


4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraus have not yet been inserted, 


| 
| 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. | 


| 
| 
{ 


(1). “ Whatever are you a-putting on a clean collar for, SLOPER, and the week not 
half over?” “My love,” he replied,“ 1 go this evening to the Alhambra. See!" 
and he produced a “stall” posted to him by his friend Bailey. Alas! that collar 

H wasted its Glenfield in a gloomy corner at the back of the gallery. (2). Where its 

| owner had been marched by a warrior chucker. And when A, SLOPER mildly 
| explained that he tad a stall ticket, the warrior chucker said that if he didn’t take it | 
he could sling his hook, and then the gallant chucker turned his heel around, * Confound 
yea! Do you know who Tam?" rowred the Eminent, roused at last, Then the 


No. 212.--Mis3 NELLIE VANCE. 


“My heart beats true, my Live, for you. eS —The Dook Snook. Whole army of warrior chuckers, led on by the sergeaut-maior, surrounded A. SLOPER | 
“My heart and my fortune [lay at her feet. —Lord kod. Disconsolate, he mooned around till he found himself by the 


“One kandly word, one smile, is all Terave." — The Hon, Billy. 


! 
oe | 


I Cs 


(1). © That's sent him tae heaven at last,” yelped the Laird, as he Ulew (2). But the Elder caught the wind, and sailed down as the Laird was (3). “ That nail is about driven hame.” roared the Elder. “ Wiffle, 
selpe ig 
the Bader nv, crossing @ bog. wuille way,” shrieked the Laird. 


ee 
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Bribery. &> 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Fellow countrymen friends, in spite of counter attractions in the shape of the Cattle Show,ete., | And see the wondrous Cattle Show :—With no more coin from Yankeeland The rivals will 
1 know no fear. ‘Trusting my patrons fully, | place myself and my cha unreservedly in their | sour form one band :—The Diggleites, without mistake, Do easly confiscate the cake :—The leaders 
hands and calmly await their verdict, Proceed :—Zhe froggics hare, with ready wit, Secured a | try, with endless wiles, Tu get the rotes of Hodge and Giles ;—Before we part 1 must urge all my 
bargain, all admit :—Cold weather now they hace in Wales, And with it sundry boisterous gales:— | friends to pay at once a visit to the Cattle Show at Islington. They will be amply rewarded 
The Stanley Show, we must confess, Was certainly a great sucecss :—To Islington you all must go | for their trouble should they do so.—_THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


| A PRIVILEGED PERSON. 
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Mistress. What alorrid smell! You have been eating onions, 


Cook. Can't help it, mum, When I amas rich as you Til eat 
musk. 
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Mrsband (angrily). Five minutes ago T saw that man, who las just left you, with Lis arm round your 


“Have you got the Temperance Record. boy?” “ No, sir; but waist, Who is he? s 
Ive got the Licauied Vanallare Gazette." Y Wore (who has evidently been to the Comedy Theatre), He! vui—er—wy godpapa ! 


yer, and got no sweets. Never mind, here's another, 
Victim. Yuh, wot a jolly ingyins that ole josser was! Why 
the bluzes didn't I suy “twas a tauner ? 


Philanthropic Party. Dropped your last penny in the slut, did 


el csaucaitiss, ” MARINE A” CK: 
' : - 5 ~ = we 4 


iti? * Naa set $e all 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—~— 


Tur gigantic task completed, SLOPER, although sinking fast, 
has still managed to struggle through the greater portion of letters 
and telegrams received in 
connection with the Christ- 
mas number, and is sur- 
prised to find that there is a 
diversity of opiuion among 
his correspondents on the 
merits of his “ CHRISTMAS 
Houmays.” For instance, 
whilst the German Emperor 
wires to the effect that 
*SLOPER’s Christims nume 
Der is the best cure pro- 
curable for 
jauimps, jim-jams, 
hot coppers or 
depression of 
spirits,” the 
message received 
from Prince Bis- 
: marck is of an 

-~< entirely contrary 
2 mature, and cons 

2 ,° demns the nume- 
ber as being “the 
> essence of tome- 
omyrot, and, 

therefore, quite 

worthy of an 

impudent scoun- 

drel like SLOPER.” These telegrams being so contradictory, 

it is left to the public to analyze the contents thereof; but 

hefore doing so, it would be as well to bear in mind: the fact that 

besides being of an enviable nature, Prince Bismarck is a dis- 
appointed man, ** 
* 


With the he!p of our readers we hope to do bigger things this 
year with ALLY SLOPER'S Appeal on behalf of the Destitute Poor 
of London. Last year we were successful in collecting £359, which 
enabled us to give half a crown apiece to 2,800 really deserving 
cases, With the help of the clergy of all denominations and other 
kind workers well acquainted with the poorest districts, we 
distribute tickets Which are afterwards cashed at this office. By 
this means we kuow that the money is properly spent, and as the 
few necessary expenses are defrayed by ourselves, every penny is 
devoted to the purpose for which it is subscribed. 

** 


* 

Few people outside the profession are aware of the terrible 
difticuity which actors and actresses experience in obtaining clean, 
comfortable, and above - 
all reasonable lodgings in 
provincial towns, Many 
grasping letters of the- 
atrical apartments have 
for too lengthy a period 
had things eutirely their 
own way, but the new 
Oldfield) House scheme 
will not only bring these 
versons to their senses 

ut will, to use a hack- 
neved advertising phrase, 
“Supply a long felt 
want.” “Oldfield 
House” will be esta- 
Dlished at Manchester, 


Birmingham, Dublin, 
Kdinburgh, Glasgow, 


Liverpoo!, ete., and both 
the liudies and gentle- 
men of the theatrical 
profession will be en- 
ablal to obtain suites of 
pve apartments and 
wdrooms and sitting 
ruoms on the most eco- 
nomical terms. There 
will be a library, billiard, 
music and smoking- 
rooms, Whilst an ex- 
verienced’ and kindly 
Indy housekeeper will attend especially to the comfort of the fair 
Thespians. The scheme is certain to succeed, the only wonder is, 
that nothing like it has ever been thought of before. 
s 


Mr. HENRY ARTHUR JONES has publicly explained why he 
cannot present free programmes to the patrons of histheatre. The 
author of Zhe Middleman is now at the mercy of ‘one who will not 
take less than seventy pounds a week for the privilege of charging 
an exorbitant price for programmes. Now, here is a suggestion 
which, if the playgoing public really have the interest of the “no 
fee" system at heart, they will adopt, and thereby circumvent the 
middieman, and give Mr, Jones his revenge on that crafty indi- 
vidual. The entire programme, names, scenes, explanation and 
everything, is given every day in the theatrical advertisement 
columns of all the morning dailies, The inclination and a pair of 
scissors are all that are necessary to put theintending visitor to the 
Avenue in possession of quite as good a programme as the common 
badly printed advertisement covered one, provided at the price of 
sixpence at the theatre by the “ refreshment” contractor. 


s 

ALTHOUGH not a gem of the first water, Brighton isa play which 
furnishes Charles Wyndham with a part Senate suited to his 
peculiar talents; and 
such being the case, it 
is not to be wondered 
at that the revival at the 
Criterion is both finan- 
cially and artistically a 
success. It is some years 
ago now since the piece 
was first produc in 
the metropolis, but 
still most of us re- 
member the popularity 
the piece attained at that 
period; and it is not 
surprising to find the 
, house crowded _nightl 
from floor to ceiling wit 
delighted audiences, who 
vociferously applaud 
the many points scored 
by the genial Charles iu 
the character of Bob 
Sackett. Besides the 
manager there are, nssist- 
ing in the interpretation 
of the play several well 
known artistes, among 
whom are included the 
names of W. Blakeley, 
S. Valentine and Mary 
Moore; the latter of 
whom is more charm- 
ing and piquant than ever, and has, without doubt, considerably 
improved sitice her last appearance in London. 


| with the costumes they were 


} upon us that Xmas was draw- 
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PasstnG Drury Lane Theatre the other morning we were con- 
siderably surprised upon finding ourselves amony a number of 
richly apparelled young ladies 
of all shapes, ages nnd sizes 
conversing 1u a tone of voice, in 
some cases, both loud — and 
coarse, and utterly at variance 


eer 


wearing. What could it all 
mean? After a moment's 
thought it suddenly dawned 


ing very, very near, and that 
this assembly of beauty could 
easily be accounted for by the 
fact of there being pantomime 
rehearsals at the theatre daily. 
Then, as we wended our way 
homewards we thought how 
sparing and economical our 
dear little chorus girls must be 
who could dress so nicely and 
look so pretty on the meagre 
salaries a lotted them. 


+ 

Messrs, MEISNERS AND 
Bacu, Bunhill Row, have this 
year surpassed all previous 
eflorts in the matter of Xmas 
Cards; and, in recommending ; 
them to the trade, we have little doubt that they will fully appre 
ciate the sterling merit of this tirm’s gods, 


* 

ALLY'S dear old pal, FUN, of 153 Fleet Street, has just issued his 
Almanac for 1892. It is 2 really surprising twopenny worth, replete 
ag it is with humorous letterpress and numerous beautiful ilustra- 
tions by such well kuown artists as Hal Ludlow, Maurice Greiffen- 
hagen, George Gatcombe, G, G, Fraser and Fred Roe, Friend FUN 
has really surpassed himself this year, The Almanac is in advance 
of all his previous efforts. Buy Jit, 


* 

THE law of England, like the love of woman, according to Byron, 
is “a lovely and a fearful thing.” It has now been decided on the 
highest judicial authority that to call a mana thief is an actionable 
proceeding, but to call him a d—u thief is not. The former is 
slander, and the aggrieved party can recover damages in a court of 
law. The latter is mere personal abuse, and the beat way for the 
recipient of it to southe his outraged sensibilities is for him to 
subject his abuser to a few choice kicks, scieutitically placed where 
they will do most good, 7° 


ONE of the most high!y respected inhabitants of Bootle recently 
appeared before the Mayor of that town upon the heiuous charge of 
riding inafirst ciass 
carriage upon the =~ > 
Lancashire and = 
Yorkshire Railway 
with a second class 
ticket, and thereby 
defrauding the Com- | 
Py, of the sum of 4; 

d, Itappeared,how- |: 
ever,inevidencethat = fil": 
the defendant was “29 
actually invited by wy 
one of the Com- a | 
pany's own officials AS 

to travel in the pre- | 
mier class, there 
being no room in the 
“seconds.” Under 
these circumstances, 
the Mayor very 
rightly dismissed the 
case, but, of course, 
could not compen- 
sate the defendant 
for the annoyance 
and inconvenience - 
he had been sub- ff. yA 
jected to. That so : 

frivolous a charge should ever have been brought amounts almost 
toascandal. Railway companies are far too ready to look upon 
everybody with an eye of suspicion. Honi svit qui mal y pense, 


/ 


Quire recently the Rev. A. W. Cornelius Hallen, in one of his 
lectures at St. John’s Episcopal Church, Alloa, on the subject of 
“Light Literature,” said, “ A more modern weekly seems to me to 
have become popular because of its worth, I mean *‘ ALLY SLOPER.’ 
To the refined it may appear vulgar, but many a good moral lesson 
iy to be found in its columns, which is remembered all the better 
because the accessories are those of everyday life. The value of 
honesty, courtesy, kindliness, chastity, self-sacrifice, has through 
its columns been taught to those who do not listen to sermons on 
such subjects.” Right yer are, guy nor! 


* 

THAT most excellent series of dances, the “ Excelsior” Cinder- 
ellas, held every alternate Saturday at the Portman Rooms, still 
continue to obtain that large amount of patronage which must 
gladden the heart of the director, Mr, Crompton, and cause the 
goddess Terpsichore to indulge in 2 smile of satisfaction. 


s 
THE Animated Dustheap, secompantied by his usual cortége, paid 
a state (/ of intoxication) visit to the Town Hall, Poplar, the other 
evening, where, under the able direc- 
tion of Mr. Underwood,a capital variety 
entertainment was given in nid of the 
Incidental and Distress Funds of 
Court “Mariner's Pride,” No. 5273 
A.O.F. The reception along the line 
of route was of the usual character, 
and consisted for the most part of 
cheers, brickbats and antiquated eggs ; 
but once safely installed inside, the 
Eminent soon recovered his equani- 
mity, and under the inspiriting influ- 
ence of the songs of George Wilson, 
Harry Omer, and the seductive smiles 
of charming Miss Barrett, delightful 
Miss Lillian, and captivating Miss 
Elsie Ross, came tothe conclusion that 
life was really worth living after all, 


s 
THE Mildewed Sag has been 
gracieasly leased this day to confer 
his “Award of Merit” upon SIGNOR 
Fout, because he's a vocalist of emi- 
nence.” “Feyther,” murmured Alexan- 
dry, “don’t you think that you've been 
guilty of a piece of Foli in not making 
the award before?” And whien the 
Old Man realized that his blue-eyed 
otfspring meant folly, he went out 
more in sorrow than in anger and wept 

hot salt tears into his cold Scotch, 
* 


* 

THE “Christmas Number” of the 
Penny Illustrated’ Paper, price 6d., has perhaps the best coloured 
plate of the year. “An Unwilling Partner,” from the painting by 
Arthur Elsley, is certainly one of the prettiest things issued for many 
along day. ALLY's congratulations and best wishes, Jolin Latey, 
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A CALENDAR FoR THE WEEK ENDING D&CEMBER 19th, 1891. — 
a 


138th December, 1868.—Two railway guards were this day 
burnt to deatu, on the Brighton line, by an explosion of miueral 
vil, at the Three Bridges station. ; 


14th December, 1828.—A Liverpool paper of this date 
states that :—" Between eight and niue months ago a woman of 
this town dreamt that a female of her acquaintance had died. She 
communicated her dream to the female in question, whe laughed 
at it, and treated it as an idle coinage of the woman's brain. A few 
days ago, however, the unfortunate individual was taken ill and 
died under the very circumstances prefigured iu the dream,” 


15th December, 1884.—This day a man was summoned at 
the Woulwich Pelice Court for assaulting his wife, who said that 
they had only just been married a month, and that he had kicked 
her every day since ; and had said he could not love her becuse 
he loved his washerwoman, Asked why he had not married his 
washerwoman, the defendant said she was already married. The 
complainant, in answer to the magistrate said she herself had only 
been married once before, and that the defendant told her he had 
only been married once, “ But,” said she, “ goodness knows.” 


16th December, 1712.—The bill of the funeral of Mrs, Louis 
Thornbury, Tower Hill, which took place on this day, reads as fol- 
lows:—" The funeral in Aldermanbury, performed by the Society 
of Upholsterers at Exeter Change: paid August 17th, 1713; total 
18/, Is. 34d. ; deductions for wax ends, 64, Four silver candlesticks 
by the body, 12s; twelve black sconces for stairs aud seage ; 
nine wax tapers; two porters at the door with gowns anc staves: 
sixteen tlambeaux ; a silver salver; three mourning coaches ; one 
om boy's and one pair girl's gloves; one pair mau’s ditto; a 
hearse and four horses, 2/,” 


17th December, —lKome was, ou this date, captured 


and pluadered by the Goths. 

18th December, 1812.—On this midnight Napoleon reached 
Paris incognito from ftussin, At least 659,000 French and Russians 
perished iu this disastrous campaign ; but many thousands of Rus- 
sians perished obscurely, murdered in defence of their homes ; and 
whole cities, towns and villages were sacked aud burnt, 


19th December, 1786.—Tom Jones, otherwise Paddington 
Jones, w mere stripliug, fought his first regular fight in Harley 
Fields, near to what is now Cavendish Square, with Holmes, for 
half-a-crown. Holmes, a full grown man, provicg victor. In 
February, 1786, he fought a one eyed sailor, a most determined 
boxer, in the ring in Hyde Park, for ten guineas a side, The sailor 
displayed great pluck and endurance, and was severely punished 
before he yave in, @n the above date Jones again met Jack 
Holmes and obtained over him an easy conquest, Shortly after- 
wards he was pitted against Aldridge, the life-guardsman, who 
smiled with contempt when he saw “the Boy” strip, but after a 
most desperate contest, Jones, after sixty rounds, was declared the 
winner. 


ladda 


WHERE SHE FAILED. 


SHE was up in French and German, 
And in Latin and in Greek, 

Whilst Spanish and Italian she 
Had also learned to speak. 

She was good at mathematics, 
And could sing and play and draw. 

In fact, she was the most accomplished 
Girl | ever saw ; 

She'd studied nearly everything, 
It did not matter what ; 

But she cooked her husband's dinner once 
And killed him on the spot. 


WHEN DOCTORS DISAGREE. 


“Bur you never said what he died of ?"” 

“Who didn't?” 

“Why, you!” 

“ But, ain't it a3 clear as mud as he died o° starvation?” 

“Starvation be blowed! Why, he'd got twenty quid a week 
comin’ in reg'lar, ’Ow could he die o” starvation 2” 

“Easy enough, Fust doctor he calls in tells him as he’s got some- 
think the matter with his kidneys, an’ says as_ besides a-taking of 
the mixture, he’s got to diet hisself. ‘You must give ub says the 
doctor, ‘all sorts o’ salt meat, salt ee arenes eabbages and 
vegetables of every kind.’ Well, Bill did, but he got no better. 
So orf he sends to Dr. Dook, in the Broadway, an’ he says, ‘Wot!’ 
says he, ‘you eat meat?’ *Yus,’ says Bill, ‘Oh, no meat /° says 
he, ‘not salt, zur fresh.’ So Bill give up fresh meat, too. Still he 
kept on ailin’, so at last he tries that new chap as opened the dis- 
pensary, jest past the ‘ Pride o' Kent.’ Well, what does he say but 
—he ‘fully agrees with everythink as the others ‘as said, and 

nrempt'rily kuocks off all pastry, likewise shell-fish—sich as 
lobsters, whelks ’n sich, an’ tells him he ought to go in fora milk- 
diet :’ so Bill ‘ad to get along on milk. : 

“Well, weanin’ calves was a fool to it; but he got wuss ‘stead 0 
better. ‘Try a reg'lar ‘Arley Street physician,’ say Jim 'Orker, as 
Dilieves in ‘em; and Bill did. Fust thing the Arley Street bloke 
says is ‘Of all things avoid milk.’ Well, this redoosed Bill toa 
menu of cold water 'n fresh air, and, findin himself no better under 
this treatment, he went to amother docter, who said he drank more 
water than was advisable, and was altogether too much in the 
air! Pore bloke !—there was nothink left for him but to ‘chuck 
in his knife an’ fork ’—and that he did.” 


—__ 


AFFABLE HUFFDUNCK. 


Tr was the first time Julia's “intended” had been “ asked home,’ 
and the pains he was at to “make himself agreeable,” would have 
put a“ Working Man’s Candidate” at a School Board Election to 
the blush. He was the life and soul of politeness, and that witty 
and amusing—well, as Julin’s father. who was held up to be an 
authority upon repartee himself, remarked, he “talked like 4 
Pogmoor Almanac,” Yet, with it all, there was a superior sort of 
dignity in his bearing, even in his most jocose moments ; though 
he unbent to the levity of the evening, as it were, he held himself 
in check ; quite the courtly cavalier, the town gallant, the sort 0 
cove who “knew it all.”” 

It was a musical evening, don’t you know, and the two young 
ladivs from the Perth dye shop led off with what would have beet 
a duet from Zampa, had not the elder sister jumped off a bar 
ahead at the start, and held it gallantly to the finish. Then Julians 
young brother recited the “ Fireman's Wedding,” and got the 
accent, somehow, on the wrong stanza, 80 that it appeared as 
though it was, to say the least of it, durned rough on the firemn, 
to have to marry “the ladder they brought from the builder. 
Henry himself “tried back ” once or twice, but broke down at “we 
sore ‘im go in at the window—er—um—" and Mr. Mochadrop— 
that was Julia’s father—said, “ Well, give us the last verse, which 
Henry did, as it consisted only of “an’ this is the cheer as we 
promis’d, now, lads, with a ‘ip, ‘ip, ooroar ! "As Henry tloundered 
through the last part, Julia pondered longtand lovingly as to what 
she should ask her betrothed to sing. Something modern, som’ 
simple ballad—he'd told her he was a baritone, So, when young 
Heury dried up, she asked, in an affable way :— ; F 
ee Oh, Mr.—er—Huttdunck —d'you know * Maggie Murphy's 

ome 2?" am 

What do you think the poor young fellow, who evidently didn't 
grasp the meaning of the interrogation, said: , 

“No, ds she?” Great Scott! I never even knew her mother 'd 
turned her out!” 

And Jutia’s father broke off the engagement. 


ered 
ylaset 
ome 
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“WAITS ”—AND MEASURES. 


(The * Waits” season has now commenced.) 


THE time has now come 
,, round again, 
When we must listen (oft in 


pain 

To those nocturnal Wait-ers, 
who 

Near Yuletide cause a hulla- 


balloo. 

When all good foik are snug 
in bed 

These night-owls come and 
waken dread, 

And those who make us 
slaves of fate’s— 

And rouse such hates—are 
called “The Waits,” 

And they are“ Waiters,” too, 


those “ Waits! 


With instruments of every 
brand, 

These fiends just 
found on hand, 

With “ seasonable " airs Chey 


now are 


come 

And plunge ws into “airs ™ 
most glum! 

The simple snorer (he or 
she— 


Or both), they cry, in minor key, 

“0, blow those strangers at our gates— 
Who ‘ fill in’ dates as Christmas ‘ Waits ‘— 
Yea, woful, waking, wicked ‘ Waits !'” 


— 


QUITE ANOTHER MATTER. 


“WELL, have you done?” asked » friend of a member outside 
a public hall, after a meeting of a Mutual Improvement Society. 
“Why, no; we've said what*we ought to do, but I'm afraid it will 


be a long time before it’s done.’ 


A TERRIBLE DILEMMA. 


“GREAT heavens ! Jessica, we are utterly flummoxed !” 

It was a bright, well washed young man who spoke these appal- 
ling words; spoke them with an earnestness, a sincerity that carried 
instant conviction, and caused ‘his companion —a fair, well 
powdered, cleverly rouged young girl of not more than thirty 
summers—to desist from the occupation of furtively trying to un- 
fasten a waist button, and gaze awestruck at the white, haggard 
face of her lover, a face that seemed to have aged strangely since, 
full of joyousness and gin and bitters, Che pair sat down to dinner, 
and hour ant a half ago, at one of the snuggest of the Holborn 
Restaurant tables, 

« Alzernon, speak | what—what is the matter?” The sweet, 
plaintive voice of the lovely girl rose clear as a bell high above the 
clatter of plates, causing the 
diners and waiters in the im- 
mediate vicinity to gaze 
curiously at her. But. she 
heeded it not; the idle ‘gaze 
of the vulgar was as naught 
to her; she had no thought 
but for her lover; her every 
nerve was stretched to the 
utmost to catch his reply, but 
Algernon sat with his shapely 
head betweeen his hands and 
pene no word. It was terri- 

le! 

“Algernon,” said the fair 
girl, with difficulty mastering 
her emotion, and absently 
draining the contents of her 
companion’s liqueur glass; 
“Algernon, [ implore you, by 
all that you hold sacred,—by 
your lpve for me—do not 
withhold from me this fear- 
some secret, the secret which has blanched your cheeks. and taken 
the brightness from your life. Let me share it with you—nay, fear 
not, darling—let it be ever so terrible, | will not shrink from my 
duty, Lam young, Algernon, very, very young, but I havea woman's 
wit, and may, perchance, invent some scheme by*which the danger 
which threatens our young love may be averted; once again 
lentreat, | pray, I implore you share this burden with me.” 

The strong man looked up; the simple eloquence of the fair 
girl, the touching proof of her affection moved him deeply, With 
firm determination in his eye, he turned to her. “Jessica,” he saic', 
hoarsely, “the natives at four shillings the dozen——” 

“ Have disagreed with you,” she cried. “Ah! thank heaven 'tis 
no wor—— 

“The chablis,” he proceeded, ignoring her interruption, “the 
clear turtle, the soles au vin blanc, the pheasant, the sweets, the ices, 
the Moet and Chandon——” 

“Well, do not, as you love me, keep me in suspense.” 

“Well, the bill for them is hefore me—it amounts to £1 18, 97, 
—and somebody must hare stolen my purse, and I haven't ecen got 
the price of a ‘bus fare about me.” 


—_—_—.—__——_—. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 24.—Tiny PRETTYPET. 
Ain—“ Jack the Dandy.” 


SHE'S a regular gem, is Tiny, O! 
With her figure so lithe and finey, O! 
And her two big eyes 
That, in brifliant wise, 
Like the stara in the firmament 
shiney, O! 
She's a damozelle most diviney, 0! 
She's generous, gentle, beniguy, O! 
And her red-rose lip 
Is more sweet to sip 
Than the choicest Olympian 
winey,O! 


. She has countless lovers, has Tiny, 0! 
Who kneel at her radiant shriney, O! 
With vows sincere: 
But their pleas to hear 
She doesn’t at all incliney, O! 


Till their eves are flooded in 
briney, O! 
Yet their sighs forlorn 
1 laugh to scorn, 
For my Prettypet soon will be 
miney, O! 
— 


VERY SENSITIVE. 

“ Basket of game for you, sir, said 
the office boy. “Isis quite fresh?” 
asked the scrupulous editor. ‘Oh, 

yes, they're fresh enough,” said the 
assistant editor. “But why so particular?" “Why, I shouldn't 
like there to he even a enanicion of carry ption about. this present.” 


Anidin piteous plight they piney,O! | 


a 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


es 
Mansion HovseE, Lonpoy, E.C., 
November 25, 1891. 
THE Lord Mayor is much honoured and obliged by the “ Award 
of Merit’ which he has rece.ved from ALLY SLOPER. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No, Y¥L—He Quits His Quirks AND H1s QUACKERIES, IIs 
QUIPS AND His QUIDDITIES, 

THAT redoubtable rhymist, 

That primest, sublimest 

Of screeders, who, week after week, 
Sings of SLOPER'’S VAGARIES, 
To-day in despair is, 

Jecause, for a time the Antique 
Has discarded those jolly 
Displays of mad folly 

Which forced us with laughter to squeal, 
And is wildly and yearning- 
Ly anxious concerning 

His praiseworthy CHRISTMAS APPEAL ! 


Quo’ the rhymist to SLOPER, 
* Arise, Moody Moper! 

Commit some preposterous freak 
That will bear versifying !” 

jut SLOPER said, sighing, 

“T pray thee, excuse me this week. 
For no frivol or frolic, 

No revel or rollick, 

Can please me, until (for the weal 
Of the destitute poor of 
Old*London) I'm sure of 

The fate of my CHRISTMAS APPEAL!” 


So that smartest of screeders 
Informs you, dear readers, 
That (since ALLY SLOPER the Gay 
Now declineses with thankses 
To play any prankses,) 
There ain't no “ vagary " to-day! 
But the bard is persuaded 
A week won't have faded 
Ere SLOPER'S proverbial mirth, 
In his bosom re-rising, 
Will set him devising 
New freaks to astonish the earth, 
For the secreeder has noted 
That ALLy's devoted 
Admirers, with praiseworthy zeal, 
Seem benignly inclined to 
Give answers most kind, to 
His praiseworthy CHRISTMAS APPrAL! 
TW OPENCE. 
Post-free, Threepence. 


NOW READY. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
| 100 


ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 


AND A CHARMING DANCER, 


THE “FRIV.” GAVOTTE, 


| Specially written for this Number by EDWARD SOLOMON, com poser 


of * The Nautch Girl,” ete., ete, 


Amongst many other attractions will be found 
A Cartoos, by W. F. Tuomas, 


A CHRISTMAS GHOST, 


A LARGE DrawIne, BY Hat LUD Low, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.,” 


AND A DOUBLE PaGRK PLATE, BY W. F, THomas, 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 
TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 


never before published, 


TWO PENCE. 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOR LANE, FLEE? STREET, F.C. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS RECFIVED :—Proprietor of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLtI- 
DAY," £25; Collected per “ALLY Storer’s Poor Box,” £1 7s, 6d, SINCE 
RECEIVED :—A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M., £1: DaLzikL BRos, £5; MOKO, 7s. 6d.; 
Bor, $8; "Goon OLD Spor,” 2s, 6d; WILFRID DALZTEL, £15“ THE THRER 
Reans.” £1 10s; HARVEY DALZIEL, £1; CHARLIE DALZIEL, £1; Mr, Hep- 


THE TYRANT KINGS. 


Wr mortals cannot hush to peace 
The brumal blasts severe, 

We cannot force the fogs to cease, 
The frosts to disappear, 

We cannot from King Winter's clutch 
The cruel sceptre tear: 

Yet we may make his icy touch 
A thought less hard to bear 

To those on whom most fierce it lies, 
And who, in sickness laid, 

Jmplore, with bitter, anguished sighs, 
Their fellow creatures’ aid ! 


We mortals ne'er from earth may drive 
King Poverty away : 

Howe'er we strive, he'll still contrive 
To hold his serfs in sway. 

Yet we may dull his deadliest darts 
And stop his doughtiest blows, 

If but we'll turn with pitying hearts, 
A pitying ear to those 

Who, from the borders of the grave, 
In wretched rags arrayed, 

And foodless, fireless, friendless, crave 
Their fellow creatures’ aid. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

THE riddle propounded by the Sphinx has never been made 
public tith now, Tt rns as follows :—* How in thunder can a Daly 
Company play nightly?” ; 

Mrs, SLOPER says that the Lazy Gal, at the Lyric, is the best 
comic copperhole she has ever witnesshoxed. 

SEEING that Job, of Uz, had a great deal of “ patients,” why 
wasn't he called Dr. Joh? : 

A “SIGN” that publicans don't care for—The Sign of the 
Pledge. 

WHat part of the human frame resembles nine months?—The 
“ear,” which ia three-fourths of the “ year.” ; 

Why ought Virgil to have been alive in 1891?—Because he'd 
have cot £1.000 for the “ Georz-ica.” 
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SLOPER’'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
RICHER THAN GOLD. 


(A TALE OF THE LONE PAaciFic.) 
=a 
CHAPTER 1. 
G. V. Burke was ina towering passion, His usually raddy and 
ripe complexion had suddenly assumed the dazalingly red hire of 
a too miture toma. 


to. He gasped; | 
spluttered: he 
gurgled. And he 


would have talked 
in a painfully pro- 
fane manner, but 
for the fact that his 
choicest examples 
of profanity were 
choked back by the 
fervour of his 
emotions, 

And his rage was 
Rec G. Vv. 
Surke had just en- 
tered the conserva- 
tory attached to his 
eprciour residence, 
and had discovered 
his only daughter 
in the arms of a 
trumpery £65 a 
vear chemist's as- 
sistant, and not 
onty was he en- 
raged at the im- 

udence of the 
udding chemist, 
but he was equally 
enraged by the fact 
that. his daughter 
rested her head in 
the vicinity of the chemist’s necktie, that he had had his mons- 
tache in the vicinity of her ruby lips, and that she seemed to like 
it. 

It was intolerable, and Mr. Burke was as near a fit of apoplexy 
as it is safe for anyone to be, 

The culprits stood awe-stricken, and in silence they awaited the 
moment when the enraged parent would once more become 
coherent, 

“What means this, fellow?" roared Burke, as articulate specch 
returned to him, 

“What, pupa?” simpered Miss Burke. 

“What! Why, that?" continued Burke, as he pointed to the 
chemist. 

“Oh, that's Frederick !" 

“1 know it is Frederick,” said o!d Burke, with a sneer, “And 
what is) Frede- 
rick?) Only oa 
twopenny — half- 
penny chemist's 
assistant and yet 
he dares to stand 
in this conser- 
vatory with his 
arms round your 
waist! Vhiat 
do you mean by 
: " 
it, sir? 

“It means 
that I love your 
daughter,” said 
Frederick —Bul- 
strode, in manly 
tones, 

“Ho, ho! yeu 
love my daugh- 
ter, dovou? This 
is good!" 

“Yes, pa, it is 
good,” 

“Silence, 


Was in a towering passion, 


girl!” thun- 
dered Mr, GV. 
Kurke, with 
dignity. “Ree 
member who 
you are, and 


that this heggar 
is no fit mate for 
you! Remem- 
ber that you are the daughter of Mr. G. V. Burke!” 

“Lately guano importer,” murmured Frederick Bulstrode. 
ie eo !” hissed Mr. Burke. “Do you mean to insult 
me 

“By no means, sir. I merely desired to remind you that your 
station is not so far above mine.” 

“Scoundrel! You know that T have left business, that T have 
become a Limited Liability Company, that | am rich, while you 
probably are in debt for your last week's washing.” 

“'Tia true; but when you began life yon were little better. May 
I not hope to raise myself to vour level?” 

“You? No, you cannot. Leave the place, sir, and never show 
your nose here again.” 

“Oh, father!” 

“ Away, sir, at once, 
or I shall send for the 


Seemed to like it. 


police. 

“Arabella Jane, will you 
be true to me?” said Frede- 
rick. 

“T will.” 

“Will she. She will he 
married to a wealthy man 
in two years’ time, or Tl 
know the reason why.” 


“Never!” said Arabella 
Jane, as she flung her- 
self on her lovers manly 
breast. 

“My ownest own!” mur- 
mured Frederick. 

“Ha, before my _ very 
eyes! Away with you, 
girl,” ronred G. V. Burke, 


as he tore her from the 
arms of Frederick Bulstrode. 
“Get you to the house, As 
for you, minion, your days 
are numbered in these 
parts. Before a week is 
out, you will have reason 
to repent your folly and im- 
pertinence.” 

“ Farewell, Arabella Jane, 
darling,” said ~~ Frederick 
Buletrode. 

“ Farewell, Frederick, dear.” : y ° ; 

“ Get out, will you?” yelled Burke furiously, choking with passion. 

They got. 


“Leave the place, sir!” 


(Ta he continued neat week.) 


Bi DRBEE SII DAVESL CARL 
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THE “F.O.8S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. HIS FIRST STEP. : we 


A BORED SCHOOL. 


| 
No, 233. fin Thomas CHAMBERS, F.O.S. | 

“at is our melancholy duty to inform those of our readers 
who are looking forward anxionsly to the disclosal of a few spicy 
incidents connected with the career of Sir Thomas Chambers 
that, when they have come to the end of this little biography, Intimate Friend. What profession do you intend your son to follow " Pie : 
they will be grievously disappointed. The life of our tore has C ls é y 2 nd 00s 5 e low :Grace “ How do you like married life, dear?" “Oh, it woull 
heen one long series of successes—one easy march to fame, undis- Grace, Oh, the Church, dear, He is already in the choir. be all right, dear, without the husband.” 
turbed by any of those obstacles which usiually present them- 
selves to the ambitions, Asa bow, our hero was painfully gond, A Cc RUEL SEL L. 
never once giving his parents the excuse for so much as & slap- 
ping, whilst at school he carried off all the prizes,and was never 
once caught coming in lategor smoking, or idling, or doing any- 
thing naughty whatever, And when at last he grew to man’s 
estate, and he found it necessary to put ina portion of his time 
at college, he won scholarships by the dozen, and Fellows 
and Dons alike fell down in admiring worship of his genins. He 
was eallol te the bar ata very carly age, and his career there 
was attended with that success which has become identi- 
fied with all his movements; aud when at last be econdescenled 
te accept the Recordership, it was felt that he had conferred an 
honour upon Londen for whieh the city could never be snffi- 
ccontly grateful. Chiefly because he's a man in the right place, 
he was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Awarl of Merit” pre- 
sented to hint November 13th, 1886 Tebrett Improved. 


(AY 


‘\ ; " , ; , 
, N De One Tory-Home Rule-Radical-Gladstonite Candidate (with wild enthusiasm), Mrs.—ah—I forgot your name, but you must bring your wife and stay a month of 
at gi morning, my dear, DEAR, darling fellow! How are you? Come to my two next time.”"——(4). “ Now, that account of your fight with * Workns Li and 
ret (Astde), “Vil have that bumpkin’s vote if it costs mea fortune,"——(2). ‘the copper’ is really Homeric! Don't you think so, my dear?) And your observn- 
some, cons. my dear hoy, you must have some better tipple than that at my ex- tions on mild ale are really worth having.” — (5). The Guest, * Well. good-bye, 
pense ¢ y How gant even have lived so long withont knowing you? My only mister, you've treated me noble, oll pard. And yeu shall ‘ave my vote an’ welcome, 
‘ e frien 1"——(3). “ Now, don’t refuse. I positively will take no denial, You must on'y I ain't got one, I'm on'y a pore traveller ‘ina manner a-speakin’, and a trifl: 
dine with me to-day, and let me introduce you to my wife, She is dying to know towards a night's lodgin’ wonld be gratefully received,” ete., ete. 


~piEekl __ 


DANCING GIRLS. 


_ THE LAST ‘Bus. : HIS PAISSION IN LIFE. 
TIME —SMidatyAl ur thercubyuls. . ee ) 


ie teed 


ALLY combyneth businesse and pleasure—especially ye former. 


CONSOLATORY. ' 
“Hang it, Traddles: your dedgasted mongrel has drilled a | Fonkmns (10 “busman). Here! ¥ i : R 
4 Jen p £ i ; fe 8 (f0 f . Here! I say, you fellow, stop a moment, “Think it suits me? Eh? What? But 1 should like : 
hole in my t loons.” “A mere trifle, old chappie. ester. ; Ko. 24. | can't you?" ‘ bag to ate box of rather a larger bran, and more of a blonde been 
day the little beggar swallowed a whole pair of ‘em, buttons and The girl who likes the Highland [Bur the conductor is evidently deat, and Jenkins finds himself | colour, don'teherknow. All my lady acquaintances call me erpoune 
all.’ Schottische. obliged to walk through three miles of slush and fog. | Fairy, and I intend to live up to the appellation.” aes Hy 
- 3 pea = vat ds 
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